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- Burning of the Pope. 
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Being SOLEM NLY Pertormed 


On QueenElizabeths Birth-Day : 


This Inſtant Nyember the 19th. 1679. 


. 


Hat Pageart's this that Marches thus in State ? 
Three Znazes ! the Worlds Triumphirate ; 
Three Privy-Connſellors, Plotters of Eval, 
A POPE, a Feſuit-Cardinal, and a Devil. 
Has Father. 7zme turn'd back his Hour-Glaſs, 
To ſhew us preſent Mortals what once was ? 
Is the Platonick-Year RouPd back again, 


Or 15 our Zondox turn'd Madrid 1n Spain ? 

*Tis ſame Proceſſion {ure ! *tis Holineſs, 

Down on your *Knees, quickly your Sins confeſs ; 
Get an Zzaulgence, elſe the Feſairs Knife 

Will ſoon Diſpatch and Godfery your Lite : 

And when you'r Dead, his Holineſs will ſend 
Your Soul to H-{! a preſent by ſome Friend. 

But if you'v uſeleſs Gold to greaſe the Fiſt 

Of ſome Debauch'd and old Gorbellied Pref, 
According as-you give, you Years ſhall tarry 

In the Pope's Priſon : I mean Purgatory. 

Hold Doting Fool, put on your Spectacles, 

See one of Zondon Boys great Miracles ; 

Who an whole Hundred Years brings back again, 
And ſhows you our Eighth Henry's Daughters Reign ; 
Miſtake me not, *tis nor as you did Guets, 

Not bloody Maries, but Triumphant B ZSS; 


Her Glorious, Happy, Golden _— they ;g 


| 
And this our great Eighth Henry's Daughters Reign 6 


And in her Memory , -on her Birth-Day too 

Do over now again, what ſhe did do. 

In Spight of Ze and all it's Curſed Bigotts, 
She ſtill Confounded all theſe Deviliſh Plotts 3 
(By Heaven aſſiſted) ſhe ſtill overthrew, 

What ever Hel! and all it's Fiends could do. 
The Wicked Zeſuits from her Realm ihe chas'd, 
Or if they ſtay'd, with them ſhe 7yburz grac'd. 
And for Example to the Ave to come, 

In ſhining Fires Burnt all the Traſh of Rome : 
Then howling Prieſts made a more hideous Mew, 
Then all the Squawling Pope-burnt-Cats do now : 
Their Copes, their Cowles, their Beads, their Crucifrxces, 
Their Gods of Wood, and Z/afers kept in Pixes. 
"Their Aaſs-Books , Pſalters , Roſaries, and all 

Their Traſh and Trumpery , both great and ſmall 
(That Hol Qaees whoſe Memory we adore, 

And whols ſo happy Days we yet att o're, ) 

Sent to the Fire , as a moſt Sweet Oblation 

Of her then Glorious Happy Reformation : 

See. there ſhe comes, the Great ZZ 7/Z7 AB ET H, 
Who. the great Romiſb-Babylon with her Breath 
Threw.to the: Grouud: Rowes Daubers ne'r were able 
'Since her Bleſt.Reign yet to Re-build their Babel. 


Her very age makes the Zeſuit Pale 

Tho? but of /Yzx : It hath as much avail 

To daunt the Zeſuited Sons of Rome, 

And to provoke the: Generous Zeal of ſome, 

As Z:ſea's Skin Converted to a Drum : 

Or Czſtriot”s Bones againſt the Zurks of Fame, 
Or with the French of old great Zalbor's Name: 
So now ner Fourſcore Years after her Death, 
Romes Terror ſtill. is Great £ZZ1/Z7 ABETH: 
And in Zffzies the Hierarchie of Evil , 
Confounds .the Pope, the Feſuit , and the Dewvs/. 
Away with them , and to the Fire in State, 
Remember now the. Flames they did create, 
When Famous Zondon with their Fires did- Burn, 


Which did iop7emples into Abes turn : 
'Tis Puniſhment, although it be but ſ-2al, 


By Fire ſhould Ircendiaries fall. 

Down from the Zofty Spire of Rebuilt BO 7/7, 
The Dragon looks, and ſees this Pompous Show , 
The Great QUEENS Creſt, mov'dtothe Veſt ſhe Sings, 
And for meer Foy , claps both her ro» Wings : 
She Hopes no more to feel Curlt Zeſuits Fire, 

But to Rooſt Ever , on that -Zofty Spire. 

With a Black-Guard .of Zinks the Pageant comes, 
Attended by-a 7roop of Dirty Grooms, 

With Clubs and Szaves to Guard it to the 'Fzre, 
Where theſe Three Holy Martyrs muſt Expire: 
Bound all together in a Trebble Rope, 

Saint F # SU 77, Saint DEFY 7L, and Saint ;'POPE:; 
In that Place where the Fire made a- Stand, 
Which was Zzkindled by their Flaming Brand : 
Where all its Rage in Smoaky Aſhes fell, 

There in Zffigies are They lent to Hell: 

Whilſt Squells of Burning Cats, their Requiem Sing, 
And Cracking Squibs, do Powder-Zreaſon Ring. 
Well fare the Soul of STUBS the glad Boys cry, 
With Lufty Shouts , while-the mages do Fry ; 
Who this //ay gave to's Holy Rage a ſcope, 

And Firſt began the Burning of a PO PE. 
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